GREAT    PORTUGUESE
being called the " devil " and the " eyeless face." He seems to
have lost what little money he possessed and to have given himself
up to sadness, despair and sandade. Another crossroads was on
Corpus Christi, 1552. Joined by two masked friends, Camoens
permitted himself to become involved in a street row near the
Convent of St. Dominic which resulted in the wounding of a
servant of the royal household. He was imprisoned and only
pardoned on condition that he left Portugal. He enlisted again,
said " good-bye " for the last time to Catherina, and on Palm
Sunday, 1553, he sailed from the Tagus and there began for him
a period of exile which was to endure for seventeen years . . .
"Already, one by one, my country's hills
are slowly exiled from my sight, and fall behind ;
behind me flows my dear beloved Tagus
and on the cool crests of Sintra
my eyes still linger.
Behind us, in our homeland dear,
our hearts, with saddest longing stay,
until, when all is lost to sight,
nothing but sky and sea remain."
Camoens sailed on the Sao Bento, the flagship of a fleet of four
vessels commanded by Fernao Alvares Cabral, a kinsman of the
great Cabral who discovered Brazil. It was during the journey
to Goa that there came to Camoens the idea of writing, " as a
maritime epic ", the history of the Portuguese, the Sons of Lusus.
Thus were the Lusiadas born. Camoens was on active service
on the Malabar coast, in the Red Sea, at Ormuz, Cape Guardafai
and at Mombasa. There followed two years' service in the
Moluccas, at Ternate and at Macao. There he appears to have
been once again the innocent victim of intrigue and he was again
imprisoned. Then occurred the most dramatic incident of his
highly-coloured life. On the way to India for trial, he was ship-
wrecked at the mouth of the Mekong River on the coast of Cam-
bodia, " by the waters of Babylon". He saved himself by
swimming ashore with one arm. In the other hand he held aloft
the manuscript of the Lusiadas. While in prison at Goa news reached
him of the death of Catherina. It was then that he wrote the famous
sonnet, Alma Minha Gentil Not until April 7, 1570, did he return
to Lisbon. In that year plague killed nearly a quarter of the
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